
In Pre-1A, I was with one of my cousins who is a half a year older than me. Attached to the classroom was a coat room. Since it was an unspoken rule that you couldn't have any snacks before class started, girls would congregate in the coat room and eat their snacks there. 


My cousin and I were never part of this group and we generally spent our mornings talking and playing by ourselves. We would stick up for each other in fights and just have fun alone.


One day, one of our teachers (there were about 3, I think) called my cousin over and told her to tell the girls in the coat room to come eat their snacks outside since was obvious that they were eating them anyway. So my cousin and I marched into the coat room (the fact that she had only told my cousin wasn't important since it was obvious that I was going to go with her) and we told the kids what the teacher told us. The leader of the group immediately called us liars. My cousin assured her that it was true and used me as her witness. After hearing both of our “testimonies” they decided to believe us and the left the coat room, food in hand. They sat at one of the tables and started eating and joking around like they normally did. Then our teacher noticed and marched over to them and started screaming about riles. The girls tried to protest and blamed it all on us. By then my cousin and I had gone back to whatever activity we had been busy with before the whole thing began, but when the screaming started, we looked up, terrified. The other kids were saying things like “But she told us we should do this!” and my teacher gave the typical adult response, “And you believed her?”


I still don't know what she was thinking that day. Anyone who was caught eating before class wasn't allowed to have food by snack time that day and my cousin and I were pretty much hated for the rest of that year. And any good feelings I had felt towards that teacher pretty much left my head by the time that was over. 

